WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE
From Cymbeline, 1610?
Hark!  hark!  the lark at heaven's gate sings,
And Phoebus 'gins arise
His steeds to water at those springs
On chalic'd flowers that lies;
And winking Mary-buds begin
To ope their golden eyes 5
With everything that pretty is,
My lady sweet, arise:
Arise, arise!
W. SHAKESPEARE
From The Tempest, 1611 ?
Where the bee sucks, there suck I;
In a cowslip's bell I lie;
There I couch when owls do cry.
On the bat's back I do fly
After summer merrily.
Merrily, merrily, shall I live now
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough-
W. SHAKESPEARE
From The Tempest, 16x1 ?
Artel's Song
Come unto these yellow sands,
And then take hands:
Courtsied when you have and kissed
The wild wave whist,
Foot it featly here and there;
And, sweet sprites, the burthen bear.
Burthen.           Hark, hark!
Bow-wow.
The watch-dogs bark:
Bow-wow.
Ariel*               Hark, hark!  I hear
The strain of strutting chanticleer
Cry, Cock-a-diddle-dow.
W* SHAKESPEARE
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